The Safety Catch
"When you've given your head time to work," he said, "you'll
sec that what I've told you has world-wide possibilities. And what
strikes me about it all is that it's so simple/'
"Yes," agreed Mr. Trumpcr. "That struck me too."
"And me," said Joe. "And me."
In spite of his vigorous assertion of the power, of the Idea, John
was beginning to have those difficulties common to and well-known
by all thinkers. Where now was the urgency and brilliance of the
morning mood? Where now the perfection and stark conviction
of the thought? Like a receding wave, his memory of the great
moment of inspiration was ebbing hopelessly away, leaving only
the sand and gravel of everyday consciousness. His conviction of his
own ordinariness stuck out of the ebbing tide like a boulder, the
thought of his position in the world, in the office loomed craggily
in his mind. Inspiration is not daily bread. He looked round his
empty discouraged mind in a panic realization that his first assault
on his fellow-men was failing. And how he hated them for it. And
then he saw light and hope. It was not the doubts of his companions
that had sapped his mind. It was his own want of Faith in the vision.
Back into consciousness flowed the vision of the doomed millions
of mankind. The crowded places of the earth, the streets of Chinese
towns, the myriads of the Indian continent, the hosts of the Ameri-
cas, the multitudes of London, all lifting up their hands to the
pitiless clouds of impending war. With a little spurt of rage, he
blamed Joe for it all. He felt like a father tackling the terror of his
children. He leaned forward and pierced Joe with a glare.
Joe survived,
"Don't you care whether there's a war or not?" he demanded.
"Not a lot," replied Joe calmly.
"Nor you, Trumper?"
Mr. Trumpcr took lus pipe lazily out of his mouth, and pressed
the tobacco with a large thumb.
"Well, I was going walking in Austria next year," he said.   "Bit
of a nuisance if that's off/*
John let out a howl like a bloodhound. Old Mother Clapp was
at a neighbouring table and turned at the sound.
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